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"And now he is dead," said Sophia with a studied look
at Sasha.
Sasha cast a quick, inquiring glance at all of them and
frowned. She lowered her head and fell silent, slowly
pinning up her hair. After a strained pause she suddenly
looked up.
"He's dead! What does it mean—'dead? What is dead?
Is my respect for Yegor dead, or my love for him as a
comrade, or my understanding of his ideas? Has the feel-
ing he roused in my heart disappeared, or my knowledge
of him as of an honest,   courageous man? Is all   that
dead? For me it can never die. And it seems to me that
we are too quick in saying of a person—'he is dead.' 'His
lips are dead, but his words shall live on in the hearts of
the living!'" In her agitation she sat down at the table
again, leaning her elbows on it and saying more quietly
and thoughtfully as she smiled at her comrades with
misty eyes, "Perhaps what I say sounds foolish, comrades,
but I believe in the immortality of honest people, the
immortality of those who have given me the happiness
of living this wonderful life, a life which thrills me with
its amazing intricacy, its wealth of phenomena, and the
growth of ideas which are as dear to me as my own
heart. Perhaps we are too sparing of emotions. We live
too much with our thoughts, and that tends to stunt our
personalities. We appraise instead of feeling."
"Has something nice happened to you?" asked Sophia
with a smile.
"Yes," said Sasha. "Something very nice, it seems to
me. I spent the entire night talking to Vesovshchikov. I
never used to like him—I thought he was coarse and
ignorant, and he certainly used to be. He was filled with
a morbid hostility to everyone. He always placed himself
in the centre of everything, like a dead weight, and kept
saying rudely and viciously: I, I, I! There was something
horribly narrow-minded about him." She smiled and
looked at them with shining eyes. "But now he says 'Com-
rades!' And you should hear how he says it! With a kind

